





IPS THE V.I.P. DINNER 


Monday, June 4 _—— At five in the afternoon the wood is predominantly 
white. The tables are protected by pointed white roofs; the white gravel, 
meticulously raked, is as yet inviolate. In the middle of the esplanade some 
of the property men are leisurely setting a long table with a pink cloth 
with white flowers, fine china, crystal glasses and bottles of French wines. 
The music shell glitters with a long shimmering fringe of gold. 

Soon the last rays of the sun cut hard diagonals across the trunks of 
the eucalyptus trees. Lights appear on the plateau, in the actors’ portable 
dressing rooms, in the wardrobe and makeup tents. It is our first night 
in the woods. 

Rehearsal will not start until after dinner, when it will be dark. I use 
the interval to go to the EUR residential quarter and buy antisleep pills. 
Fellini asks me to bring back some for him. 

An hour later the trees are bathed in the blue light of the day’s last 
hour, and dinner is being “served” near the booth set up for the production 
staff. Ladies in glittering evening gowns pick their way along the dirt paths 
on their high heels, clutching tightly to their stoles, their little silver hand- 
bags, their big paper dinner bags and their bottles of wine or mineral water. 

They are relatives of Lina Wertmuller and their friends. They are called 
The Canasta Ladies because they gather almost every day for cards. Fellini 
thought they were ideal to play patients at the spa, and they are delighted 
with this new way to outwit boredom. 

At nine-thirty, the first rehearsal: the arrival of The Canasta Ladies, 
complete with furs, diamonds, cigarettes, whispered conversations and 
glances to invisible admirers. The chill is unbelievable; breath congeals in 
the air. 

“Let’s go, girls,” Fellini directs. “Wertmuller, smoke! Don’t stop smok- 
ing until I say stop.” 
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